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story of that period of my life so lately that I won't repeat It
here. It will be enough to say that as an experience it was
not cheering—not on account of my own feelings. ... I
was only pursuing the determination that I have had
pretty well all my days ... to get as much acquaintance
with the life and agricultural methods of the Small Pro-
ducer as I could. My depression came, then, rather from the
social and moral, and, indeed, the purely superstitious
pressure . . . the atmosphere of conspiracy and sinister
whisperings. People were continually catching me by the
sleeve and whispering: "I wouldn't have anything to do
with him. . . . He would not be good for you/5 Or: "Poor
Jane. . . . She had cause to regret that she ever knew the
W's. . . ."
What inspired the whisperings were usually religious
differences founded on superstitions; sometimes they were
political. It was apparently worse than the sin against the
Holy Ghost to be a Democrat in that neighbourhood.
Those things did not affect me personally. I was only the
hired help of my friend the farmer. He was holding on to a
small farm that had been in his family since the days of
Penn. Penn had once taken a cup of tea there. Franklin too.
The farmer was holding on, I gathered, with difficulty,
waiting till the city should stretch out and turn his farm into
building lots.*
This was more than thirty years ago. But already the
horse-trolley terminus was in the adjoining village. We went
there for our mail. It was thus a time of transition. . . .
You drove a buckboard to the store, got out, and sat on a
chair sticking your feet up on a barrel and gossiped, waiting
for the mail, whilst from another barrel you helped yourself
to dried apple-rings and chewed meditatively. The harness
* As I have said, I told much of this story in a volume published only
a few years ago, but already, I believe, so quickly to-day work the mills
of God, out of print. I present these details here again in order to show
that I have some sort of right to pretend to know something about small
sufficiency farming and the municipal political intrigues of the City of
Brotherly Love some time ago. They so profoundly influenced my views
of life that I cannot omit the repetition altogether at this juncture.

